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allow them to continue to do so ? The people have been
accustomed to telling lies to government investigators. Shall
we shut our eyes to that ? The people would like to cheat the
government out of railroad fares. Shall we permit them to
have their way ? The people would rather make home-brew
than work their land. Shall we let them do so ? The people
would like to stop paying taxes. The people, the people !
They are dark-minded and spoiled. They think they know
what is good for them. But they don't. We have got to
teach them how to Jive, how to think, how to work, how to
get on with their neighbours, how to respect a proletarian
government like that of the Soviets.'

What a speech I HQW much it told of Russia, of the
peasantry, of the Bolsheviks ! There was no doubt as to
the man's earnestness or his competence. He was a peasant
from a neighbouring village, so my companion informed
me ; a Communist, a school teacher, who came to the fair
quite often just to engage in discussion. He did not spare
his auditors; no Russian ever does, when his auditors
happen to be countrymen of his. Yet he spoke without
hate, without condescension. He stated bluntly enough that
the people do not deserve to be trusted, which is exactly
what every Communist piously believes and incidentally
what every monarchist no less piously professes. He offered
concrete and stern enough evidence in support of his
opinion, Terrible were his facts. Yet I confess that,
listening to him, I thought not so much of his arguments as
of his personality, his boyish enthusiasm, his overflowing
spirituality. His very presence at the fair was something
significant in Russian life, in the Russian village especially.
It robbed the fair of its purely commercial status and lent it
the colour of a people's college* of a vast open forum, as
delightfully intimate, as joyously chaotic as the scores of
peasant vendors strutting around with live roosters, geese,
pots of sour milk, sacks of cottage cheese.

And he was not the only discussionist abroad. There
were others holding forth no less fervently on a variety
of subjects as broad as Russian life. Only a few rods
away was another crowd listening to an -altogether
different message, one that in these -days is seldom heard
in Russia. A young man was preaching the Christian
gospel, in a manner all his own, which probably wouldn't